
PEACHES AND CREAM

FAMILIAR
The Dentist and the Gas.

THINK," said tho dentist,
T stepping outside again, "I'd
JL better give you gas."

Then ho moved aside and
hummed an air from a light opera
while he. mixed up cement.

I sat up tn my shroud.
"Gas!" I said.
"Yes," ho repeated, "gas, or else

ether or a sulphuric anresthettc, or else
beat you Into Insensibility with a club,
or give you 3,000 volts of electricity."

These may not havo been his exact
words, hut they convey the feeling of
them very nicely.

I could see the light of primitive
criminality shining behind tho man'a
spectacles.

And to think that this was my fault
the result of my own reckless neg-

lect. I had grown so used to sitting
back dozing in my shroud In the den-
tist's chair, listening to the twittering
of the birds outside, my eyes closed In
the sweet half sleep of perfect se-
curity, that the old npprehenslveness
and mental agony had practically all
gone.

lie didn't hurt me, and I knew It.
I had grown I know It sounds mad
almost to like him.
For a time I had kept up the ap-

pearance of being hurt every few min-
utes Just as a precaution. Then even
that had ceased and I hod dropped
Into vainglorious apathy.

It was this of course which had In-

furiated tho dentist. He meant to
his power. He knew that noth-

ing but gas could rouse me out of my
lethargy and he meant to apply it
either gas or some other powerful pain
stimulant

So as soon aa he eald "gas" my
senses were alert In a moment.

"When ore you going to do It?" I
md In horror.

"Hlght now, If you like," he an-
swered.

His eyes were glittering with what
the Germans call "blutlust." All den-
tists have It.

I could seo that If I took my eye
off him for a moment he might spring
at ms, gas In hand, and throttle mo,

"No, not now, I can't atay now," I
14i "I havo an appointment, a whole

nf appointments, urgent one, the
most urgent I ever had." 1 was un-
fastening my shroud as I spoke,

"Well, then, said the
dentist, Is

"No," I said, w Is Satur-
day. And Saturday la a day when I

Imply can't take gas. If I tnke gui-i- ,

even the least lilt of gas, on a Satur-
day 1 und it's misunderstood "

"Monday then."
"Monday, I'm nfrald, won't do. If
bad day for me worse than I can

explain."
"Tuesday?" said the dentist.
"Not Tuesday," I answered, "Tues-

day l the worst day of nil. On Tues-
day my church society meets, and I
nust en to It."

I hidn't heen near It In reality for
Ihne years, hut suddenly I felt a long-
ing in attend It.

--iM WedncHday," I went en. speaki-
ng liurrledly and wildly, "I Iiavo tr

appointment, a swimming cluii,
and i Thursday two appointments, ii I
choral i,ocoty and t funeral, nn Frl-jda- y

I have another funcrul. Buturday
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INCIDENTS

I did go. I kept

market day. Sunduy Is washing
day. Monday Is drying dHy "

"Hold on," said the dentist, speaking
very firmly. "You como
morning. I'll write tho engagement
for 10 o'clock."

I think It must havo been hypno-

tism.
Ueforo I knew It I had said "Yea."
I wont out.
On the street I met a man I knew.
"Havo you ever taken gnH from a

dentist?" I linked.
"Oh, yes," he wld, "It's nothing."
Soon lifter I met nnother man.
"Have you ever taken gas?" I Hsked.
"Oh, certainly," he nnswered, "It's

nothing, nothing at nil."
Altogether I asked about fifty people

that day about gas and they all said
that It was absolutely nothing. When

snld that I was to take It

they allowed no concern whatever, I

looked In their Xacea for traces of

the appointment.

nnxloty. Thero weren't .any. They nil
mild that It wouldn't' hurt me, that It
was nothing.

Ho then I was glad because I knew
that gas wax nothing.

Jt began to seem hardly worth while
to keep the appointment. Why go all
tho way downtown for such a mere
nothing?

But I did go.
I kept the appointment.
What followed wns such nn nbsolute

nothing thnt I shouldn't bother to re-

late It except for the sake of my
frlendR.

Tho dentist wns there with two
All three had white coats on.

as rigid as naval uniforms.
I forgot whether they carried re-

volvers.
Nothing could exceed their quiet

courage, Let me pay them that
tribute.

1 was 114 sjut in my, shroud tn a
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long chair nnd tied down to It (I think
I was tied down; perhaps I wns fast-
ened with nails). This part of It was
a mere nothing. It simply felt like
being tied down by three strong men
armed with pincers.

After that n gas tank and n pump
wero placed beside me nnrt a not of
rubier tubes fastened tight over my
mouth and nose. Kven those who have
never tnken bus can realize how ridic-
ulously simple this is.

Then they began pumping In gas.
The sensation of this part nf It I enn-no- t,

unfortunately, recall. It happened
that Just as they hegnn to administer
the gar 1 fell asleep. I don't quite
know why.

Perhaps I was overtired. Perhaps It
was the simple home charm of the
rurrnundlngs, tho soft drowsy hum of
the gas pump, the twittering of the
dentists in the treoH-dl- d I say tho
trees? No; of course they weren't In
the trees Imagine dentists In the trees

ha! ha! Here, take off this gas pipe
from my faco till 1 laugh really I Just
want to Inugh only to laugh

Well, that's what It felt like.
Meanwhile they were operating.
Of courso I didn't feel It. All I felt

wns that some nno dealt mo a power-
ful blow In the face with a sledge-
hammer. After that somebody took n
plrknxe nnd cracked In my Jnw with It.
That was all.

It was a mero nothing. I felt nt tho
tlroo that n man who objects to a few
taps on tho faco with a pickaxe Is over-crltloa- l.

I didn't hnppen to wnko up till they
had practically finished. So I really
missed tho wholo thing.

Tho assistants had gone, nnd tho den-
tist wns mixing up cement nnd hum-
ming airs from light opera Just like
old times. It mude the world seem n
bright place.

I went home with no teeth. I only
meant them to removo one, but I

realized thnt they had taken them
all out. Still, It ddn't matter.

Not long nfter I received my bill. I
wns astounded at the nerve of It! For
ndmlnlsterlng gas, debtor, fo much; for
removing teeth, debtor, so much and
so on.

In return I sent In my bill:
nn. wii.i.iam jaws.

Debtor.
Tn mental ony I5,
Til iruu Ilea In regard to tut

nnthltigne of ih , 100 00
T milling m umlnr sua to. 00
Tn finvlng lun llli mi under 100 00
Ti llrllll.int litem, nrrurrail to m

uinler km am1 lonl 100 00

flraml total 1400.00
My hill has been contested, nnd Is In

the hands of a solicitor. The matter
will prove, I understand, n test case,
nnd will go to the tlnnl courts. If tho
Judges have toothache during the trial,
I shall win.

Making a Magazine The
Dream of a Contributor.

I dreamt onn night not long ago
thnt I was the editor of n great lllus-trate- d

magazine, I offer nn apology
for this; I havo often rtreamt even
worse of myself than that.

In any case I dldnt do It ion pur-
pose; very often, I admit, I try to
dream that I am President Wilson, or
Mr. Bryan, or the rtltz-Carlio- n Hniel,
or a share of stock In the Standard
Oil --jjompany for the sheer lUJItfffc and

Drawn

cherpness of it. Hut this was on ac-

cident.
1 had been sitting up late at night

writing personal reminiscences of
Abraham Lincoln. I was writing
against time. The Presidential elec-

tion wns drnwlng nearer every day
and the market for reminiscences of
Lincoln was extremely brisk, but of j

course might collapse any moment.
Writers of my class have to consider
this sort of thing.

For Instance, In the middle of Lent 1

Und that I can do fairly well with
"Itecent Lights on the Scriptures"
Then of course when the hot weather
oomes the market for Christum
poetry opens and there's a fairly good
demand for voyages In the Polar Seas.
Later on, In the quiet of the autumn
I generally write some "Cnpublwhed
Letters from Goethe to Halzac" and
thnt sort of thing.

Hut It's n wearing oeiipntlon, full of
disappointment and neisllng the very
keenest business Instinct to watch
every turn of the market.

1 am nfrnld thnt this Is n digression.
I only wanted to explain how n man's
mind could bo so harassed nnd over-
wrought as to make htm dream that
he was nn editor.

I knew at once In my dream where
nnd whnt I was. As soon ns I

saw the luxury of tho surroundings
the spacious room with Its vaulted
celling, lit with stained glass tho
beautiful mahogany tnblo nt which I
sat writing with a ten dollar fountain
pen, the gift of the manufacturers
on embossed stationery, the gift of tho
embosser-s- n which I wvis setting
down words at eight and n half cents
n word and delllierntely picking out
short ones through sheer buslnebs
aeuteness ns soon as I sawthis I
said to myself;

"I am nn editor nnd this Is my
editorial sanctum." Not that 1 havo
ever seen nn editor or a sanctum. Hut
I have sent so many manuscripts t

so many editors nnd received them
back with such unfailing promptness
thnt the srene liefore me was ns
famlllnr to my eye oh If I had been
wide awake.

As I thus mttsod, revelling; In tho
charm of my surroundings nnd ad-
miring the luxurious black alpaca ooat
nnd the dainty dlckle which I wore,
there was a knock nt the duor,

A beautiful crentiirn entered. She
evidently belonged to tho premises,
for she wore no hot and thero were
white cuffs iion her wrists. She lias
that Indescrlb.iblo beauty of effective-
ness such ns Is given to hospital
nurses.

This, I thought to myself, must be
my prlvnto secretory,

"I hope I don't Interrupt you, sir,"
snld the girl.

"My ilenr child," I answered, speak-
ing In thnt fatherly way In which nn
editor might well mldress a' girl almost
young enough to be his wife, "pr.iy do
not mention It, Hit down. You must
be fatigued after your labors of the
morning, Let me ring for a club
sandwich."

"I cams to say, sir," the secretary
went on, "that there's a person down-
stairs watting to see you.

My manner changed nt once.
"Is he a gentleman or a contribu-

tor?" I asked.
'He doesn't look exactly like a

J
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"Very good," I said. "He's a con-

tributor for sure. Tell lulu to wait.
Ask the caretaker to luck him in the
eoal cellar, nnd kindly slip out and see
If there's a policeman on the beat In
case I need hlrn."

"Very good, sir." said the secretary.
I waited fur about nn hour, wrote a

few nhtorlals advocating the rights
of (he people, smoked some Turk sh
cigarettes, dr,mk n glass sin rry and
ate part of an nnchovy sandwich.

Then I rang tho bell, "linng that
man here." l iid.

Presently they brought him In lie.
was a timid looking man with an em-
barrassed manner and all the nw cun-
ning of nn author stumped on bis fea-
tures I could see a bundle of papers
III his bind, and I knew Hut the
smuudiel was carrying a manuscript.

"Now. sir." I said, "speak quickly.
What's otir business?"

"I've gut hero a manuscript," he be-ca-

"What!" I shouted at him. "A
manuscript! You'd dare, would you!
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With all the low cunning of an

Montgomery Flagg

By Stephen Leacock
Hrlnglng manuscripts In here! What
sort of n place do you think th.s Is?"

"It's a manuscript of n story," he
faltered.

"A story'" I shrieked. "What on
earth do you think we'd want stones
for' Do you think we've nothing
better to do than to print our Idiotic
raving"? Ilnve you any Idea, you
Idiot, of the expense we're put to In
setting ti our tlfty pages of llliiirntid
.ulvctt'.slng?

"Look hero," I continued, seizing a
bundle of proof Illustrations thnt lay
In front of mo, "do you see this
inarming picture) of an AMictos
Cooker, guaranteed tireless, odorless
and purposeless! Do you see tin-- ,

patent motor cur with pneumatic
cushions and the full pace description
of Its properties? Can jou form any
idea of the time and thought that wo
have to .spend on these things, and yet
yon dare to come In here with your
inlsnrnhlo stories,

"Hy heaven!" I snld, rising tn tnv
seat, "I've a notion tn come over there

author stamped on his features.

plgtilalBai

and choke you: I'm entitled to do it
by law and I think I will."

"Don't' don't'" he pleaded. "I'll go

aw.iy. I meant no batm. I'll take It
with me."

"No you don't." I Interrupted; "none
of your sharp tricks with this rnaga-Kit-

You've Mihm.ttcd this manu-
script to me, and It stays juibmltto
If don't like It I shall proseruto yon
and. I trust, obtain full reparation
fimii the courts."

To tell the truth, it had occurred t

nie tli.it perhnp1- 1 might need nft r
nil to buy tin- miserable suiff. P.vi n
while I felt th.it my Indignation nt tlv
low knavery of the fellow uns

I knew that It might be mri-sai- y

to control It. Tho present I

ct.ite of public taste demands, a i.-- t

iln amount of this kind of man ;

d.strihiited among the advertising.
I rang the ldl again.
"Pl-as- tako this man away :.: !

shut him up again. Have them le
a good eve on htm. lie's au author

"Very good, sir," said tho seonu.
I called her b.ick for one moment.
"Don't f I him anything," I sml

.no sain tne pin.
The manuscript lay before me on tli

table. It looked bulky. It bore C

title, "Dorothy Dacres; or, Only i
Clergyman I laughter."

I rang the hell ngaln.
"Kindly ask tho Janitor to st, : t' .

way."
He came In. I could see r t i t!

straight, honest look In his l itm,
that he was n man to be relli .l ,i

".lones," I snld, "can you r.id?"
"Yes sir." he said, "some."
"Very good, t want you tn t l,,. tb

manuscript and read It. It .i i It n.'.
through and then bring It bail, ii- -ri "

Tho Janitor took the mnnuci .

disappeared. I turned tn mv r! -

iicnln and was soon ah.or)ed In
lug n full page display nf plumber.'
furni-hln- for the ndvertlMirj
had occurred to me thnt by iirniiiun .

the picture matter In n neat li:.
with vcr-- i s from "Home, Sweet lb ini "

running through it In douhb i

old Knullsh type T could set up u pni..
that would bo thu delight of al' ei
ness renders and nuke this nmr.Vsr '

the miu.izuio s. conspicuous sur.
mind wns so alwjrbd that '

scjnety noticed that over an tf
elapsid before the J.inttnr returtn 1

"Well, ,lones." I said as he enti r il

"have you read that manuscript?"
"Yes. sir "

"Nnd v."i find It nil right puin'
Hon good spelling all correct?"

" Vi ry good Indeed, sir."
N ml there Is, f trust, nothing of

what one would call n humorous no- -

j tin.- in it" I want you to nn.-w- tie
c. li.HiK'y, .lones there is n..;l iii':

Iqn it ih.it would raise n smile, i. .

, ,i l,i .wi s Hicri?"
"ill hi, sir," said Jones; "n.ittin,'

at all"
,

' Nnd now tell me--f- or I e"n ,iilier
that the reputation of our in

Ms at stake does this storj m ike a
dci del improsMon on you? II. is It"
nnd here I cast my eye castia l at the
uitest aim.. tin, emi-nt nf n i,.il nub-- I

In .it .on, "tbe kind of tour ,o tun
' wln h 111 niioo excites you t' 'I. lull
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